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XXI.

Suspicion, panic ? end this pother.

The sword, kept sheathless at peace-time, rusts.
None fears for himself while he feels for another:

The brave man either fights or trusts,
And wears no mail in his private chamber.

XXII.

Beautiful Italy! golden amber

Warm with the kisses of lover and traitor!
Thou who hast drawn us on to remember,

Draw us to hope now: let us be greater
By this new future than that old story.

XXIII.

Till truer glory replaces all glory,

As the torch grows blind at the dawn of day;
And the nations, rising up, their sorry

And foolish sins shall put away,
As children their toys when the teacher enters.